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grandiflorcL) I don't know what they call it here—has been
joined by three others. They are very beautiful. You do not
here need jewels. . . . And it is peaceful and lovely and
hospitable and kind. ... I was right when in my youth
I said that it is here that I should be. ... At the farthest
west.
But I can't help having in the back of my mind how I
came here. Perhaps not on this journey. . . . On another.
... I forget. . . . Bundling slowly through Alabama
between Chattanooga and Corinth ... on the North
fringe of the State with the dogwood blossoms climbing all
up the gentle hills, as startling and as beautiful as the
almond blossom on the Rhone. . . . The same climate,
you know. . . .
And you go by drab village after drab village with dark
people draped on the steps and doorsteps and before the
gauze doors of the stores. . . . And mules and hogs are a
feature on the surface. ... A landscape dotted with slow-
moving hogs and oxen and motionless dark forms. . . . And
you bundle through a township. It is famous the world over.
. . . Lead-coloured, -with a world-famous court-house.
. . . And you wonder. And your chest is oppressed. . . .
And you bundle along and you come to a village that
sparkles with white paint . . . Woodford, I think. And the
village green is as green and tidy as a green in English
Sussex and bright chintz dresses flit along it.
And you lift up your heart and you say: We're still on the
Great Route. . . . And the next village is falling into
ruins. . . . And you see a procession of families wheeling
perambulators, carrying bird-cages, straggling, limping.
. . . And you say: Heavens, this cannot be Flanders in
1914, can it? ... You remember what we saw at Ploeg-
steert that the Tommies called Plug Street. . . . And some-
one in the carriage says they are evicted share-croppers. . . .
And along the Rhdne the young vines run parallel, with
their fluffy bouquets of green leaves like the inverted skirts
of ballet dancers. And the corridas at Nimes are beginning
and all the festivals of the Month of Mary. . . . And this
is the same climate , . . and a soil more fertile, . , , Why,

